"I see," said Bob. "The day after. I see."

A few minutes before he had still been full of champagne,
full of pluck and passion and fury smd very, very sure of
himself. No\v he came hurtling down from his heights and
landed sober and sad on hard ground.

"Does he know it himself?" he asked a minute later.

"I am not sure. I don't think so. But Slickum found a
Braille book among his scores."

It is one of the hardest things in the world for a jealous
man to be just about his rival. Bob tried very honestly. He
even turned his head away^and closed his eyes, trying to
know what it meant to be blind. He opened them a moment
later and still he did not know.

"Don't touch me," Sybil said. "Keep your hands to
yourself. Put them into your pockets or something."

" Do you think it's fair of him to hold on to you? " he asked
out of his crushing jealousy. " You could try to fight the great
Bhakaroff, but you couldn't fight a poor, blind man. ..."

"It's not a question of his being fair to me. It's not a
question of my being fair to him," she answered simply.

There was a silence. Bob looked at her. " I hope I won't
make an ass of myself, I hope I won't have to cry," he
thought, straining every muscle, his fists, toes, jaw, to keep
a hold on himself.

"You must go now, Bob," Sybil said gently.

"Yes, I guess I must be on any minute," he answered.
" Sybil, my love, dear, dearest love, little Bunny, so brave,
so straight, good-bye, good-fyye. ..."

There were only three steps between him and the door*
He tried to get there but Sybil stood in his way. Suddenly
he had her in his arms, his lips were upon her lips, upon her
eyes, her temples, her hair, the hollow of her throat, e\ ery-
where; her hands clasped round his neck, her heart beating,
drumming against his own ribs; a moment of insane happiness,
a rainbow of colours, a roaring, blazing flight into heaven.
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